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veil was stained and torn, and her hair unbound. And round about her stood horrid she-demons, grim-visaged, awful, who ceased not in tormenting her. Now seeing this, Hunuman became greatly enraged, but, remembering his errand, he bided his time and taking refuge in a neighbouring tree he sate unseen, and watched. And after a time, when dawn came, Sita, overcome with grief, left the palace, and seating herself under this very tree, began to bewail herself and cry to Rama for aid. And to her came Ravana, the King-of-the-Night-Rangers in his most seductive guise. Never was mortal man more beautiful than he, and he fell at her feet and begged and prayed her to become his wife, since Rama would surely never be able to find her out and he was thus lost to her for ever. But to all his entreaties Sita had but one answer:
" Alive or dead, I am the wife of Rama the son of Dasaratha/'
So at last Ravana, enraged, left her, saying that if after two months she still refused to be his Queen, his cooks should mince her up with knives and serve her for his breakfast! And Sita, overwhelmed with grief, was left alone under the tree, weeping. Seeing this, Hunuman began in an even, melodious voice to sing, as a bird sings, the tale of how Dasaratha, the King of MithM, had disinherited his son RAma. Hearing this, Sita was at first struck dumb with astonishment, nor was she less amazed when, looking upwards, she saw nothing but a monkey. And she said to herself :
" I dream, and it is unlucky to dream of a monkey/' Then she shook her head and continued : " Nay ! it cannot be a dream; I have not slept at all. It is a vision sent mayhap by

